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and frequency; next morning her condition had not changed.
Obviously something had to be done, but what? Nothing in my
books said anything about locating the cause of delayed labour in
a dark room, the patient swathed in skirts and blankets; doubtless
the authors were quite as inexperienced in such situations as was I.
Finally, disregarding grunts of disapproval, I pulled aside the
coverings, made a very unsatisfactory examination which told me
nothing more than that there seemed to be no obstruction. Then
from somewhere within the recesses of my memory came the re-
collection of a seldom seen word, pseudocyesis. Ignoring stili more
and angrier grunts, I gave the patient enough chloroform to put
her asleep; with relaxation her abdomen flattened out; the
diagnosis became clear. She was not and probably never had been
pregnant.
The old women sat pop-eyed, with mouths agape at this
demonstration of "white man's medicine," while the incredulity,
and later the consternation, stamped on Kadeshan*s wife, as her
long-expected grandchild fairly melted into nothingness before
her eyes, probably transcended any similar feelings she had ever
before experienced. It was something I could not satisfactorily
explain to her, and she never for one moment doubted that my
magic had done away with the baby.
False pregnancies, often inspired by ulterior motives, have been
known since the days of Hippocrates, and the pure psychotic
type in which elderly women with an intense desire for children
are themselves deceived is not particularly rare. But this woman
was young9 and I could find nothing in her life or history to account
for her strange performance. When I last saw her some twenty
years later she had given birth to seven children, with no more
jfalse alarms.